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King. Then Richard, Earle of Cambridge, there is yours. 
There is yours, my Lord of Jldajham : ' 

And fa Thomae (jrej , knight of Northumberland, 

This fame is yours ; 

Readc them, and know we know your worthinefie. 
Vnckic Exeter , I will aboord to night. 

Why how now Gentlemcn,why change you colour i 
What fee you in thofe papers, 

That hath fo chafed your blood outofapparance? 

Cam. I do confefle my fault, and do fubinit me 
To your highnefle mercy. 

Mafh . To which we all appeale. 

.K/ffg.The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your ovvnc rcafons is fore-ftald and done : 

You rauft not dare for ftiame to aske for mercy. 

For your owne confciencc turne vpon your boiomes, 

As dogs vpon their mafters worrying them. 

Sec you my Princes,and my Noble Peeres, 

Thefe englifh Monfters .• 

My Lord of Cambridge here. 

You know how apt we were to grace him 
In all things belongingto his honor $ 

And this vildc man hath for a few light crownes. 

Lightly confpir’dand fworne vnto the pra&ife* of France, 
To kill vs hcere in Hampton. To the which. 

This knight, no lefle in bounty bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is,hath likewife fworne. 

But oh,what (hall I fay to thee falfc man. 

Thou cruell,ingratefull,and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft bearethe key of all my counfcll. 

That knewft the very fecrets of my heart. 

That almoft mightft haue coyn’d me into gold^ 
Wouldft thou haue pra&ifde on mefor thy vie ? 

Can it be poflible that out ofthee 

Should proceed one fparke that might annoy my finger ? 

Tis lo ftrange,thattho the truth doth fhew as grofc 
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*jHewythejift. 

As blac'ke from white,mine eye will fearfely fee it, 

Their faults are open, 

Arreft them to the anfwer of the law, 

And God acquit them of their prattiles. 

Exe.l arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Richard , Earle of Cambridge. 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Henry , Lor d of Majuam* 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Tbomiu Grey , 

Knight of Northumberland. , 

iSk/LOur piupofcs God iuftly nath dilcouere 
And I repent my fault more then my death. 

Which 1 beleech your Maiefty fovgiue. 

Although my body pay the price ot it. 

KmgGod quit you in his mercy. 

Hearcyour fcntence, ltn r 

You haue confpir’d againft our royall Perfou, 

loyned with an enemy proclaim d and fixed. 

And from his Coffers receiucd the golden carncftofour 

death, ■ , 

Touching our perfon we fecke no redrefle, 

But we out kingdomes fafety muft fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you haue fought, 

Thactoourlaweswedodeliueryou. 

Get youhence,poorcroiferable creatures to your death. 

The tafte whereof,God in his mercy giueyou patience 
To endure,andtrue repentance of all your deeds amulet 
Bcare them hence. g^Uri,. 

Now Lords to France -. The enterprifc whereof. 

Shall be to you as vs,fuccefliuely. . 

Since God cut off this dangerous treafon lurking m our 
Cheerlv to fea.the fignes of war aduance ; 

No King of England, if not King of France. 

° Exit mnes. 

Enter 
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